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" Are you a Christian ? "

He saw what I meant and smiled. "Yes. But
nowadays many Moslems drink/*

" I know.   What is your job ? "

" I work in a shop/'

"What kind of a shop? "

"I work in Beirut/'

" But what kind of a shop? "

He did not seem to hear my question. Suddenly I
saw that his hands were trembling. I looked up at his
face. He was staring at a gharry-driver sitting at the
next table. I glanced at the driver. He was a stout,
red-faced man in a tattered black coat. There was
nothing frightening about him. I turned to Faris. Then
I noticed he was not staring at the driver but at the
whip which was leaned against the wall by the man's
table.

"Faris.   Faris/'

'' Yes ? ''   He turned away with an effort.

" What kind of shop do you work in ? "

" Do you see that whip ? " he said. He was breath-
ing heavily.

"Yes/'

"Oh, it is cruel, cruel. Look out of the window. By
the lamp-post do you see that horse ? Look at the way
the haunch bones jerk out of its flesh. Look at the
skeleton of its ribs. And if a fare comes the driver
will lash it into a trot with that whip. He will lash it
until blood comes /'

He paused for a moment, staring wildly.

"You want to know about me, don't you? Well,
I'll tell you. I was born on a farm. I grew up with
animals. I was the only child and I had no friends
to play with. But the animals were my friends, and my